\u3ci\u3eThe Shoreline Map\u3c/i\u3e by Holliday, Phyllis
Volume 1988 Issue 6 Article 22 
7-15-1988 
The Shoreline Map 
Phyllis Holliday 
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle 
Recommended Citation 
Holliday, Phyllis (1988) "The Shoreline Map," The Mythic Circle: Vol. 1988 : Iss. 6 , Article 22. 
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol1988/iss6/22 
This Fiction is brought to you for free and open access by 
the Mythopoeic Society at SWOSU Digital Commons. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in The Mythic Circle by 
an authorized editor of SWOSU Digital Commons. An ADA 
compliant document is available upon request. For more 
information, please contact 
phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu. 
To join the Mythopoeic Society go to: 
http://www.mythsoc.org/join.htm 
Mythcon 51: The Mythic, the Fantastic, and the Alien 
Albuquerque, New Mexico • Postponed to: July 30 – August 2, 2021 
This fiction is available in The Mythic Circle: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol1988/iss6/22 
fighting a headache. 
'There is at the back door, a wolf. From 
the scritching and scratching I would say a medi- 
um sized grey male," announced Lotta. 
Susan turned and wobbled. 
"Let Ned get it. I do not much like 
wolves, unless they know their place, which is 
not at the back door of respectable people." said 
Lotta. 
Susan did not remind Lotta that Ned, the 
Mushroom Hunter had once been a wolf. 
Nor did she say sharply that she wished 
Lotta had just a touch of her old nature. Once. 
she thought, that woman wafted barefoot on the 
seashore, listening to the elusive song of the sea- 
shell, clamped over her ear. 
Susan opened the screen door to see a 
middle-sized grey wolf, with a look of entreaty 
in its green eyes. 
"Ned," she called. "It is for you." 
Ned was soon in the parlour. He put his 
arms around Susan and regarded with awe the 
tiny garments she held up for inspection. 
"No bigger than snowflakes," he said. He 
THE MYTHIC CIRCLE #6, SO 
There is a song passed around from the 
wolf to some high-voiced people to lonesome 
singing you hear on the Pacific seashore, early 
evening, when you would not think you could 
smell flowers so close to that fishy, briny air. 
On the Seashore, early in the morning, 
there is a line of seaweed and debris, that line 
holding the great magic of water meeting the 
world. Some poems are written in the sand, mu- 
sic staffs and maps and miracle formulas. 
You have to be one of the early ones, and 
have an eye for it. That eternal scrub brush the 
sea takes it all away for another installment, the 
next day. 
Three sharp knocks on the door indicated 
that Lotta, the Clever Woman had arrived with a 
basket of lacy baby things. Susan lumbered to 
the door, happy that in a few weeks she would 
no longer waddle and a new small person would 
inhabit the crochet work of her friends. 
The bell over the door jingled softly. Lotta 
stepped in, clad in plain boots and a gabardine 
cloak. She had the look of a woman bravely 
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Weakly, the old wolf lifted his head and 
struggled to make a low sound. 
Ned shifted the child. 
"This is Kit. He holds great power of heal- 
ing and other wonders. You asked to see him." 
With great effort the old wolf spoke in the 
tongue of his visitors. "And is this woman your 
Ned. 
blended in with the scrub pine and rnanzanita on 
the hill, and she could not see them at all. She 
gazed a while at the sea, grey andflat as paving 
stone. The waves made slow comments as if 
about crockery, dish, dish, dish. And over that 
was a high eery tune, from Mermaid Island. Un- 
der her hand on the apron, Susan felt the new 
child jolt. "Will you be a singer?" asked Susan. 
Kit had never been further out of town 
than the strawberry fields overlooking the sea. 
Now he delighted that the world went on and on, 
higher and higher, until the sea was closed over 
by the trees. 
Snow fell, and he tried to capture a snow- 
flake on his mitten. "Why won't it stay?" 
"Nothing stays," said Lotta. 
"But everything returns, one way or an- 
other," amended Ned. 
"Good and bad, "said the Clever Woman, 
getting in the last word. 
On the second day of their journey, a pack 
of twelve wolves fell into step, without so much 
as a nod or yawn or yap. Business like, they 
trotted at some distance. When the procession 
reached a narrow path overlooking a chasm, 
deep in which a small iced over stream glittered 
like a knife, the largest of the wolves lifted his 
head and sang. From across the chasm came a 
soprano reply. 
Carefully, the boy in his arms, Ned de- 
scended. Lotta followed, looking neither left nor 
right. They did not climb down treacherous 
breakable stone, but smoothly worn stairs cut in 
dark rock. They might have been chiseled so by 
wind and ancient water. 
At the foot of the stairs straggled a series 
of stepping stones. From habit, Ned leaped from 
stone to stone though he could have walked on 
ice. Lotta judged each step and each stone with 
care. 
Another stairway led halfway up the cliff 
to a square cave entrance. Inside the cave, upon a 
ledge, lay the old wolf. 
"I greet you, my dear old friend," said 
studied the family tintypes on the mantel and 
whistled through his teeth until Susan nudged 
him with her elbow. "Out with it, my dear." 
"Susan, the King of wolves is dying. He 
asks that I bring our son to see him, for he has 
heard we have a child who works wonders." 
"Kit is too little. He needs naps and story- 
time and gingerbread, not dangerous hikes 
through the woods." 
"The Wolf King was my friend," said 
Ned. "He is white with the snow of years." In 
Ned's green eyes glowed the same pleading she 
had seen in the eyes of the wolf. 
"What if there are ... " She listed fleeing 
train robbers, crazy bears, an early blizzard. 
She did not say, but it hovered in the air, 
what if the king wanted Ned to tum wolf again, 
for a day, a year, to do some secret wolfish task 
in the wild. 
Lotta coughed. "Many of the townfolk 
journeyed the three days to a whistlestop, that 
they might see a candidate for president lean over 
the caboose and utter bombastic phrases. Others 
have sensibly chosen to remain at the ready for 
midwivery. I care not for politics nor have I any 
skill with newborns. Therefore, I will gear my- 
self in plaid and twill for the journey and go, 
should there be there for another of the female 
gender." 
"That is kind of you," said Susan, "But 
you do not like wolves." 
"I am not afraid of them. Do not worry. I 
will be tactful. And since I have purchased a vel- 
lum book with marbleized endpapers for the jot- 
ting of nature observations, it will be pleasant to 
make those observations in a cheap copy-book, 
in the wild." 
Ned looked thoughtful, if not overjoyed. 
"Do come, Clever Woman," said Kit, 
from the doorway. Yawning, the child appeared, 
clutching a flannel blanket over his sleeper. "I 
was play-pretending to be a king rescuing a 
maiden. But now I will get to meet a real King. 
And you can be the maiden." 
"We11 J never," said Lotta. "Where do you 
get those ideas in your head, little Kit?" 
Kit blinked and Ned laughed. "If we knew 
that, old sport, we'd have it all sewed up, 
wouldn't we?" 
Lotta arranged for time off from the Gen- 
eral Store. where she drove hard bargains and 
kept accounts. 
Susan watched man, woman, and boy, 
until they became very small to see, and then 
Later, on the way to Silvermine, Ned 
fortune." Kit then uttered one of his wise old 
man statements. 01f you have lived among men 
you know greed is of great hampering to the 
spirit. Men are often better off not knowing of 
great fortune. The town of Silvermine must have 
once suffered fearfully for the few who reaped 
her silver, and the many lives broken in that pur- 
suit." 
The wolf got on his face the same expres- 
sion most human folk did, when Kit said such 
things. The wolf did not sputter or stutter how- 
ever, and after a moment, went on. "When I 
was a man, I was a good man. I did my work 
carefully. I even married and was a good, if 
restless husband. Each day my wife made a 
lunch which she put in a lunch bucket, and so I 
acquired a taste for queer human food, sausages 
and apples, brown bread and beer. A good man 
but a restless one, I fell to hearing the voices of 
the sea people who live under the town of Silver- 
mine." 
Kit struggled out of his father's arms so 
Ned put him down. Running to the wolf, he put 
his small hand upon the shaggy head, and said, 
"You went to live with the sea people, didn't 
you?" 
"Yes, I did. Their singing was like the 
song in my blood, if colder. I let my wife in Sil- 
vermine think I had drowned, leaving my lunch 
bucket and boots beside an open shaft filled with 
water. And I married again. My new bride was 
half human, half sea creature, being a daughter 
of a sailor the sea people thought too beautiful to 
let drown. 
Eventually, she bore a daughter and once, 
disguised as a wool merchant and his family, we 
took a sea voyage together. From the other pas- 
sengers, I learned such diverse pastimes as card 
playing, singing to the guitar and the working of 
anagrams. These I taught my daughter, who 
was often clever. At other times she seemed 
quite dense or a little mad. I have often worried 
that it was the mixture of wolf, sea creature and 
humankind. I wonder if she lives at all any- 
where and if ... " the wolf paused and a spasm 
passed through his body. 
And Lotta. the Clever Woman shuddered 
from the top of her knit cap to the soles of her 
sensible boots. 
"What is the matter?" asked the wolf in a 
hollow'voice. "You look a little green around the 
gills." 
THE MYTHIC CIRCLE #6, 52 
wife?" 
"I am her friend. Lotta." 
"Do you know what brings you on this 
journey?" 
Lotta frowned. "I have come to care for 
the child if there is any dangerous place where 
Ned must go. And I am keeping a record of ob- 
served phenomena." 
"Of what?" 
"Observed phenomena. That means ... " 
"I know what it means. But why do you 
look so sad about it? Some great pleasure in life 
has skipped you over and you merely observe." 
"Ned. did you bring me here to be insulted 
by an old sick ... " 
Kit interrupted. "Do you want my help, 
King of Wolves?" · 
"Yes. I am dying. It is beyond any power 
to make my life longer. Yet it is possible to do 
me a great favor. Can this child hunt?" 
"I will not permit it," cried Lotta. "How 
barbaric." 
Ned held up his hand. "I do not think he 
means for Kit to run around on all fours and 
stalk prey. What do you mean. old friend?" 
"No. I mean the kind of hunting men do, 
with maps. The hunt for buried treasure. Once, 
like you, Mushroom Hunter, I was a man. I was 
wolf first, and then man, so that I end my days 
in this form, as you will end yours as a man. 
When I was in the form of a man, I did not 
spend my days hunting and skulking about the 
woods. but went off to sec the world a bit. 
The wolf paused for a breath and Ned 
said, "Do not speak if it tires you." 
"I must speak. In the day's of my wander- 
ings, I chanced upon many secrets which most 
men or wolves are not priveleged to know. Such 
secrets." He sighed mightily. "Some I must 
whisper to the child and one secret you must help 
one another in the finding." 
· "A treasure? A map. A fortune for one you 
name?" asked Ned. 
The wolf grinned. "All. Quite a task. I 
spent time as a bargemaster, a sailor on the sea 
and I was also right hand man to the old mayor 
of Silvermine, where the mining of silver is al- 
most ceased." 
"I know Silvermine, for it welcomes a 
brisk trade in mushrooms." 
"There is something else. Deep within the 
earth there dwells a race of sea people who come 
and go by a channel from the ocean, and there," 
the wolf sighed. "There begins the seeking of a 
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it be possible for you to show me that fatal mine 
shaft?" 
"I am an old woman and it is a long 
walk." 
"Would you permit a gentleman to carry 
you?' 
Kit scampered to the fierce Frosty and 
straddled the dog's back. "Can I ride Frosty?" 
"My, my," said Betty Parsons. "Will 
wonders never cease?" 
"I hope not," muttered Lotta. 
Walking through Silvermine, they attracted 
an audience of codgers and ladies of long ago 
evenings, still handsome in taffeta and feather 
boas. Long after, they would speak of the 
bearded man with the frail lady in his arms, the 
pretty but grumpy looking woman got up like a 
lumberjack and the elfin boy astride the great 
dog, seen for the first time grinning and wagging 
its' tail. 
They single filed a grownover path to a 
barren place where shacks had fallen in on each 
other and water stagnated in pools of green ice. 
Underfoot, old boards cracked and turned to 
dust. The mining of silver had left a tall hill like 
a tombstone over all that had grown there, 
though trees struggled back to life, no bigger 
than Kit's hand. 
Betty Parson led them to a jagged trap 
door, broken half off, about the size of a root 
cellar door. 
"His boots were here and his lunch bucket 
there. He left one applecore and the shells of 
two hardboiled eggs. Put real neat. I am glad he 
didn't drown on an empty stomach. Funny, that 
mine shaft water never freezes." 
Ned peered down into oily deep water. 
Something floated to his vision, whether his re- 
flection or another being, he could not tell. Kit 
began making up a song about dogs and wolves 
and silver wolves. 
They paraded Betty Parsons home and re- 
turned to wait 
Presently, they heard a faint call. 
Kit lifted his eyes to his father and said, 
"They will make it safe for us. We must go 
down." 
Oh, no, no, oh no," said Lotta. "I just 
cannot do this. I am afraid their cold blood is 
calling me and that I will go mad, or my clever- 
ness will tum to cardsharp, snake-oil salesman, 
claim jumping, tea poisoning villainy." 
I do not see how nit-picking can tum to 
true cruelty," said Ned. "I was your friend when 
asked. "Why so quiet, Lotta?" 
Fishing in her knapsack for a hanky, Lotta 
sniffled, "You know I haven't an idea in the 
world who my parents were. Or didn't. It just 
freezes my blood to think that old ... old ... that he 
might be my lost Papa and that my Mama was a 
fish." 
"Now, Lotta, maybe you're not THAT 
lost child. And if you are, there is a fortune to 
inherit, it may be. Let us ask Kit about this mat- 
. ter, if he is in a mood to be wise." 
"Kit, child of wonder, child of strange 
parents, yourself," said Lotta, not noticing Ned 
wince, "Speak to me of what comes to me, 
soon." 
But Kit yawned and rubbed his eyes and 
the wisdom that came and went like a dream had 
gone. ''I'm hungry," he said. 
They passed many an empty leanto before 
they reached what was left of Silvermine, a 
boardwalk., a huddle of unpainted shops and sa- 
loons. It was a town of old people moving 
slowly, with Winter in their bones. 
In a saloon called the Belle's Slipper, they 
made roundabout inquiries. The wolf had not 
told them any of his human names. 
"The mayor's assistant? Why, he had sev- 
eral good men and I can think of only one who 
drowned. It would be Abel Parsons," said a 
sprightly, bright eyed man with full white chin- 
whiskers. 
"Does his widow live on?" 
"Yes, indeed. She is Betty Parsons, with 
a yellow house you can't miss. You must be 
wary of her dog, Frosty, though. He looks to be 
part wolf." 
"I know Betty Parsons," said Ned, at the 
door of the yellow house. A low growl from 
within greeted his knock. 
"Down Frosty," came a cheerful voice. 
"Why I do declare it's the Mushroom Man. Do 
you have Winter mushrooms, now?" 
"No, dear lady. I have come to make in- 
quiries about your late husband." 
"I declare. Poor drowned Abel. Down, 
Frosty." 
Into a room jammed with dried flowers, 
old calendars, and chairs decorated with yellow- 
ing doilies, she kept herself between the huge 
dog and her guest. 
Accepting mint tea, and milk and cookies • 
for the boy, Ned listened to accounts of nieces 
and nephews gone off into the great world, and 
when the moment seemed right, asked, "Would 
"NO!" Susan jumped up from the over- 
stuffeo chair. Doilies flew off like startled lace 
birds. 
"Is it the baby coming?" asked two of the 
women keeping vigil in the parlour. 
"Hm," said the lady. "Such seeds sprout 
best, I am told, when watered by fonune. But I 
am vexed you know nothing of the museums of 
Alaska." 
"Perhaps museums are yet to be discov- 
ered," said Lotta. "It may be, madame, that you 
should write a guidebook." 
Merlania's Outlandish Tours," cried the 
lady, so that the fish shuddered like scraps of 
rainbow, in her hair. "Better yet, Mary Lane, as 
a nom de plume. I think I shall grant you a 
wish." 
"I want. .. " began Lotta. 
"Wait," said Merlania, whirling so the fish 
acting as hair ribbons were forced to swarm into 
new and cunning locations. "I will grant all of 
you a wish. Even the child. I sense something I 
feel kinship to, in the child." 
"I have a simple wish," said Ned. "I wish 
to know who is, truly, the daughter of my old 
friend, now dying." 
"Is that all? You do not wish for a chest of 
pearls or a mountain of diamonds?" 
Kit spoke up. "Such things bring more 
harm than good." 
Merlania laughed. "The sprat speaks. 
What do you wish for, little boy." 
"I will wait until my Daddy wishes." 
"I have stated my wish," said Ned. 
Vianis laughed. "You are not much fun. 
We prefer your son with an honest interest in 
bank accounts." 
"You are very wordly for a sea creature," 
said Ned. "And you may be right. I might be 
too simple for my own good. Yet I know if my 
son or I wish for pearls and diamonds they will 
tum to pebbles and glass, on the counter of the 
bank." 
"Well spoken and more fun," said Vianis. 
"Dear Merlania, did you not think he would be 
like that preacher from the land of the oranges? 
What a prissy-prig." 
Wait," cried Lotta. "You have not heard 
my wish." 
Merlania turned and held up her hand so 
they could see she had no hean line upon her 
palm. 
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you were simple and I will stick by you if it 
proves true you are the child of wolves and cold 
fish." 
Lotta put her hand to her throat. "What if 
Kit is out of his element down there?" 
Ned looked at the child who was stirring a 
patch of oily ice with a stick. 
"Ready, old sport?" 
"Yes, Daddy." 
Lotta groaned faintly. 
His bean icing up, Ned shut his eyes, held 
his son tightly and jumped. 
Landing without shock, he perceived a 
dim hallway. dark green and full of wavering 
light. 
"Pretty," said Kit. 
"Unbelievable," snapped Lotta. 
They followed the hall until a great room 
opened up before them. Here were nets and 
hammocks, brightly jeweled shells the size of 
chairs and tables; shells which were, in fact, 
chairs and tables. Sitting on the chairs, facing 
the tables were people who look as people do, 
neither fishfaced nor with tails; green hair, 
though, and faces pale as boiled onion. 
Boots, trousers and gowns were worn ac- 
cording to importance rather then gender. The 
serving folk were in trousers and the served 
wore gowns. 
"I have come to ask of the man who lived 
among you for a while, married and took his 
wife and daughter into the great world," said 
Ned. 
"That world is not so great," said one 
robed person with a green beard and fine, flash- 
ing eyes. 
"Speak for yourself, Vianis," said a wom- 
an whose seaweed thick hair was adorned with a 
hundred brightly colored bow ribbons. On clos- 
er look. the bow ribbons revealed themselves to 
be tiny nibbling fish, flashing like colored 
sparks. The lady said, "I myself have walked in 
the world, wigged and rouged, and I have visited 
the great museums in Paris, Rome and Alaska." 
"What museums in Alaska?" demanded 
Lotta. 
"Those in the ivory towers of the City of 
Snow." 
"That is not to be found in guide books," 
persisted Lotta. 
"Why Lotta," said Ned. "When have 
guide books become of interest to you?" Lotta 
could not look at him. "I have many a secret fan- 
cy, fallen like seeds on stones." 
THE MYTHIC CIRCLE #6, 55 
Oh, she would sing, for there was a song 
to be passed around from the wolf to high voiced 
people, from the singing on Mermaid Island to 
On the way back, Ned said he was sorry 
he had ever doubted Lotta. 
"Oh pshaw, Ned. I wouldn't let a friend 
drown or be bound, or break a mother's heart for 
all the pearls in the sea and treasure on land, 
which I have now lost, I surmise. But I have 
gained a father, and somewhere, a mother who 
manages a hotel." 
There was a meeting of dying old wolf and 
found again daughter that would have made a 
strong man weep. Ned did wipe his mustache a 
few times. 
Said the old wolf to Lotta, "Your mother 
had the treasure map sewn in beads on her even- 
ing bag. I never got to tell her. It was a birthday 
surprise." 
Going home, they sang "Row, Row Your 
Boat," and "Frere Jacques," until they were 
hoarse. 
On Strawberry Hill, Kit broke into a trot. 
"My sister, my sister is coming soon," he piped. 
"Will she be like you?" asked Lona. 
"Different. Her name is Juncy and she 
will sing to beat the band." 
"Be wary Lotta," said Ned. "In see.king 
the rose of knowledge, you may tangle in the 
hedge of wickedness and pierce your own heart 
on the thorn of greed." 
"Oh fudge," screamed Lotta. "I am sick to 
death of Smallness of Mind. I want Vistas, Are· 
nas, Rapture, Beauty!" 
Kit ran to her and put his small hand in 
hers. "Take me home, Lotta." 
Vianis boomed, "Do so and you turn your 
back on all you crave." 
Lotta smiled brightly. "Have we all made 
our wishes?" 
"I wished to find the daughter of my old 
friend, and that wish is granted," said Ned wear· 
ily. 
"Treasure," said Lotta. "Kit, make your 
wish." 
"I wish to come back for visits, but never, 
never to live here, under the world." 
"You put him up to it," wailed Merlania. 
"What do you want? Must you OWN the 
child. He will come back. He said so." 
"Betwixt us," the sea lady said, "We have 
all the puzzle parts to put together for that old 
King of the Wolves treasure. Lotta, what do you 
remember?" 
"Shipboard games," said Lotta in a dreamy 
singsong. "My father with his deep green eyes 
and coarse beard ... the way a bowler hat never 
fit over his cars." 
"What became of our darling, our niece 
that he stole from us?" 
"When we visited .. .it was a great World's 
Fair. All the newfangled electric lights flashed 
on. Startled, she fell backwards, off a pier, into 
the water. Marna! And he is howling, ah woe, 
and I never again saw a hand with dark curly hair 
at the wrist, that hand turning a card, the ace of 
diamonds, and green eyes ... " 
Smiling at Mcrlania, Kit said, "That lady 
did not drown. She was fished out...I see it, 
taken in by charitable persons. She is now the 
amnesiac manageress of a fine hotel by ... some 
sea. One of seven. A big city." 
"What an amazing feat of second, nay, 
third sight. Little boy, would you like to stay 
with us?" 
"My Mommy would not like that." 
Merlania looked over Kit's head, directly 
at Lotta. "Your part in this wish is teetering, for 
I crave the company of this amazing tot." 
Lotta arched her eyebrows. 
"He need not go home if his daddy Dee 
Are Owe Double Ewe Enn Essss." 
"My part in that?" asked Lotta. 
"Reporter. That is all. We would not tru- 
ly harm such a handsome fellow." She smiled 
flashily at Ned. "Only ... bind him." 
The court of sea creatures began murmcr- 
ing until their voices took on the enticing music 
of the seashore caught in a shell. There were 
words elongated and magnificent. Unlimited and 
Glory ... Power, greatness, unlike the words 
from the mouths of men and women ... words un- 
der water. 
"Something just awful is happening." 
The women exchanged glances. Susan 
they regarded as the wisest, nicest person in 
town, and not one for sudden fits. 
"Can you not tell?" shouted Susan wildly. 
"My poor Kit is calling me. Has no-one ever 
considered that Kit has nothing to fight with? He 
is a wonder, like a rainbow and not a force, like 
lightning. II 
gone. Just then a gleam of light in the 
trees attracted his attention. Walking over 
to an old spruce, he found the Uluhsati lying 
on the bough where the sharp-eyed raven that 
had found the crystal left it when his 
interest waned. Breathing a prayer of 
thanksgiving to the Provider, Groundhogs' 
Mother carefully wrapped the Uluhsati in a 
aaall piece of deerskin and placed it in his 
pouch. 
The Shavano conjuror rejoined his 
companion. and returned to the Tsalagi 
heartland where he vas adopted into the tribe 
and--through his aastery of the Uluhsati-- 
became the greatest magic vorker the Tsalagi 
had ever knovn. Some say, .oreover, that 
vhen he came back from Gahuhdi--the Finishing 
Place--aa the 110untain vas called thereafter, 
Groundhogs' Mother had a tiny anake grov~ng 
out of his head right where that drop of 
poiaon landed. He didn't aeee to notice it, 
however, and, aince it vould have been 
impolite for anyone to call attention to it, 
aaybe he never did. 
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his retreat to aurvey hie handiwork. The 
.ountain1ide below hia va1 a 1cene of 
d~vaatation. Great trees had been felled by 
the death throes of the Uktena, and their 
trunks lay in every direction. At the bottom 
of the slope lay the carcass of the great 
serpent itself. Groundhogs' Mother raised 
his ar~s to the sky and gave a loud cry. 
"Come my brothers of the wind, our great 
enemy is no more. It is a good day for 
feasting." Soon the aky darkened as a myriad 
of eagles, hawks, vultures, ravens, and other 
meateaters appeared, then descended on the 
monatrous anake to tear at its flesh. The 
conjuror amiled vith grim satisfaction and 
settled dovn to wait. 
On the morning of the seventh day, the 
last of the birda departed. Groundhogs' 
Mother picked hil vay alowly dovn the slope 
and caae to atand at laat where the body of 
the Ulttena had been. But now all vas gone, 
even the bones! The conjuror muttered in 
aatonishaent, ·Truly thia has been a 
finiahing place. !ven the-;;gic crystal ia 
sea, at the third hotel you try, your Mama would 
be there. And, and ... " He shut his eyes. "She 
has kept all these years a beaded handbag in her 
dresser drawer under some seashells wrapped in 
pretty scarves." He opened his eyes and looked 
at the sea, rippling like a blue scarf toward the 
maps and poetry on the shoreline. 
"I think she is lonesome," said Kit. 
the rocky shore of the Pacific Ocean, where 
treasure maps are made every morning and 
erased at night. 
"Look, Lotta," said Kit that early morning 
Juney came into the world. "Doesn't that line of 
seaweed look just like the railroad trunk line out 
of Banjo Hill Station. I bet if you got on that 
train and went to the city on seven hills, by the 
